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ADVERTISEMENT. 


Ir cannot appear extraordinary that this 
little piece ſhould be dedicated to a man 
whoſe public conduct has been marked with 
_ peculiar and ſucceſsful exertions in the ſup- 
port of Law, and for the maintenance of 
the political conſtitution of the realm. 


That a decided character like his ſhould 
be regarded with envy, or treated with 
malevolence, is not ſurprizing ; it is the 
price paid by ſuperior talents for ſuperior ſitu- 
ation. The malignity of party muſt iſſue 
its poiſon ; and it feizes for its ſubject on 
obſtinate virtue as its moſt dangerous and 
moſt determined enemy. 


The immediate fituation of this king- 
dom is a melancholy proof that the emiſ- 
faries of ſedition have been active in ſowing 


1 
the ſeeds of diſcontent among the lower or- 
ders of the community; but it alſo proves 
that the Government is firm, and has pow- 
er to ſuppreſs the unruly, to compel obedi- 
ence to the laws, and utterly to deſtroy any 
attempt that may be made againſt the eſta- 
bliſhed authorities of the ſtate : and it is for 
the honour of Ireland, that no man of con- 
ſequence, talents and virtue has yet been 
found in the whole circle of ſociety, to ſanc- 
tion by his acts or approbation, the conduct 
of a faction labouring to introduce into their 
native country French principles, French 


liberty and French RUIN! 


In the following Jeu d'Eſprit I have taken 
care to exculpate the intentions of Mr. Grat- 
tan and Mr. Ponſonby, for I can never be- 
lieve that men of their caſt and exalted talents 
would facrifice order and promote anarchy— 
I might as well believe that they are weary 
of property, wives and children, and that they 
with the reign of democracy as a relief _from 
the enjoyment of every focial bleſſing — 

their 


( ix ) 
their political opinions, expreſſed in all the 
tower of oratory and energy of rectitude, 
were /[-timed, and therefore unwſe—they 
have invaded the tranquility of the Public 
Mind—it was a ſpeculation in politics, which 
has not only wounded the credit of the co- 
partnerſhip, but brought miſery on the 
thoughtleſs few who, ever ready to ſnatch at 
innovation, are the firſt to feel the fallacy of 
their concluſions. 


The intention of this little piece is to hold 
up to juſt indignation the ſyſtem of Aſaſſina- 
tion which has recently diſgraced the land: 
as the faction is worthleſs the ſubject is not 
dignified with heroic meaſure ; doggrel, mere 
doggrel was thought good enough; and a 
view of ironical approbation is worked in, to 
expoſe this harbinger of French Freedom to its 
merited contempt and deteſtation. 


If the piece is read, it may do ſome good ; 
if it falls “dead born from the preſs it can 
do no harm—T, therefore cloſe my adver- 
tiſement with an application from Mr. 
Grattan. | 

However 
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However it may pleaſe the Almighty to 


diſpoſe of Princes and of States, may the 
Britiſb Conſtitution live for eder! 
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ASSASSINATION. 


TwWas night, the wary faction met 

To waſte the lamp in wiſe debate, 

For ſtill, uncertain how to ſteer, 

The general ſentiment was fear. 

Full oft they mutter d © Ireland, France, 
« Pikes, Guns, Informers—fell miſchance ! 
« The Army firm—the Yeomen true— 

«© An open war will never do !” 

When one, efteem'd above the reſt, 
Cautious the final plan expreſs'd. 


True Liberty is unreftrain'd 
By Law, which only keeps us chain'd ; 
Compels us not tc rob or kill; 
Ties us to good agzinſt our will; 
But when we've Liberty, why who 
Will dare to punilh what we do? 
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Goods then, my friends, will be in common, 
And fo will every pretty woman. 

If nature made a man more ſtrong, 

To him the right would firſt belong; 

And if he murder'd in his fury, 

No fear of Juſtice from a Jury —— 
Juſtice is blind—away we'd ſend her, 
And Juries would not dare defend her. 

O what delicious days would then 

Roll on for us the ſtrongeſt men 

What cramming, mobbing, ſeizing, drinking. 
Without the viel fatigue of thinking ! 
Sternly we'd make the weak ones wait 
Upon our Honours in full ſtate, 

And whatſoc er the flaves might ſay, - 
This would be liberty—Frangais— 

Let us unite and form a band 

Of ſecrecy to rid the land 

Of Law, and all the fooliſh ſtate 
Connected with the Good and Great, 

But how ? why thus —Aſaffinate ! 

Aye, that's the mode - for Virtue's face 

| Has ſuch a mild, commanding grace, 


It 
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It would defeat the plan, ſhould we 

Not veil the point in ſecrecy. 

Come—*< weave the web; the bloody roll 
Pours comfort on my drooping ſoul. 


CARHAMPTON, aye, that active knave 
Shall periſh by the ſtrength he gave“; 
He's a main pillar, ſtrike him down, 
And wound through him the regal crown. 


Fitz618B0N next, he ſhould be firſt, 
For he is ſure the moſt accurs'd, 
Determin'd foe of law and right, 
That ever pain'd a villain's fight! 
Mark, mark him deeply on the roll, 
And tab, if poſſible, his ſoul. 

Let falſhood foul as Vulcan's den 
Aſſail this moſt refolv'd of men. 
Traduce in whiſpers every act, 
And from the truth invert the fact. 
Call him a tyrant, pander, knave, 
Of Royalty the very flave. 

A politician murky, dark, 
Without one true Hibernian ſpark 


To 


Ferſons he employed for years in his domain. 


LAT. 


To cheer the veſſel of the {tate 
While labouring thro” this ſtorm of fate. 


Tis true the Bench can teſtiſy : | 
T hat every word you ſay's a lie; | 
Tis true the J/o//act can proclaim 

Fitzgibbon's right to honeſt fame ; 

Tis true the Cabinet could ring 

His love of Country and of King; 

But ige, my friends, being what we hate, 

Only accelerate his fate, 


For while he rules or bears a ſway 
Our glorious cauſe muſt fade away— 
Then ſtrike him deep, and let him feel 
Ev'n in his heart the pointed ſteel. 


Next on the liſt for Vengeance due 
Place BERESTORD, and all his crew 
Of yelping curs ! hate the brood 
Becauſe it ſtill is ſtaunch and good 
I envy Beresford his art 
Of fliding into every heart. 

My ſpirit ſickens at his praiſe, 
And damns his meritorious ways. | | 
So 
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So Satan ſaw the parent ire, 

And long'd to ſcorch him with his fire. 
I Know the joundneſs of his head, 
Tis therefore I do wiſh him dead 

I know he ne'er deſerts a friend, 

Tis therefore that I wiſh his end. 


| Tknow the King and Country feel 


His labours for the public weal— 

And, to avow my ſoul, confeſs 

I do abhor him for—Succels ! 

His private worth, his public good, 
Seem all deſcended to his brood ; 
While they exiſt what hope have We ? 
Then give the blow for—liberty ! 


Upon the liſt place STzwarT's name, 
A twig juſt burſting into fame. 
Has he no title? let me fee— 
O aye, they call him CasTLEREa : 
A pupil of that hoary Lord 
Whoſe mind, with legal knowledge ſtor'd, 
Reclaim'd for England all the weight 
Of Juries in their ancient ſtate. 
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And ſhall this child in politics 
Preſume to ape old Camden's tricks ? 
Shall he be ſuffer'd to afſuage | 
By legal means our factious rage? 
A ſcholar warm from ſuch a maſter 
Might help to ſpread a healing plaſter ; 
Aye, and apply it to the part 
That's peccant with fo nice an art, 
As might draw off the evil humours, 
And cure the body of its tumours. 
What! he would ſteer Hibernia right, 
And make us, like himſelf, polite ! 
In youthful hope eſſay to pour 
Upon the land a golden ſhow'r ! 
By ſlow degrees the politician 
Would dare to better our condition + 
No—we will plunge at once, like France, 
In total change, and fell miſchance ! 
We'll reap the harveſt of confuſion— 
Then give his head a deep contuſion. 
Let CAaMDen, venerated name, 
Deplore the youth that pants for fame. 
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His manly promiſe gives th' alarm, 
And Satan nerves th' aſſaſſin's arm 


Let the next name be ox EST Jack, 
And ftrike the caitiff thro* the back: 
Your lengthen'd poignard may impart 
The wound of death to Tor ER's heart. 

I fay his back, for in our band 

No two dare meet him hand to hand. 
He's brave, he's gen'rous, and he's juſt, 
Then from behind impel the thruſt, | 
For if he turns each nerve will fail-ye, 
And if he ſtrikes, he'll ſurely nail-ye. 
Does none remember ? yes all muſt, 
When Napper's fame was laid in duſt— 
When Toler, condeſcending, granted 
The meeting Napper /aid he wanted— 
When Fortune's ſelf his ſtandard bore, 
And Napper, trembling, fled the ſhore! 
O day accurs'd—why, Napper, why 
Did you from Toler meanly fly ? 

You gave the hint, he kindly took it, 
Then why were you the firſt forſook it? 
B 2 
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One ſhot per chance had nail'd the hero, 

Then you had liv'd a very Nero ! 

Or ſay that he had ſent a bullet 

Preciſely, Napper, thro' thy gullet, 

What precious tears had balm'd the wound, 

What hundreds bore thee from the ground ! 

Fame's trumpet would have told the ſtory 

Of Napper —bleeding in his glory | 

Of patriotic Napper dead ! 

Now turn'd to—cowardly Napper fled ! | 

Baſe flight to leave his truſty faction 

Almoſt prepar'd for horrid action. | 

Where did the demagogue retire 

To feed with deſpicable fire ] 

His lamp of life, now nearly waſted ? 1 

He went to thoſe who erſt had taſted 

Rebellion boiling in their veins, 5 

And now he breathes in mental pains. \ 

Better have been by Toler ſhot 7 

Than thus remember'd, thus forgot ! I 
Now mend thy pen, and in the gulf 

Of murder mark me AxTaur WOLFE. Q 

A cunning 
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| A cunning caitiff, wrapt around 


With legal knowledge deep, profound— 
We dor't want Law, then why ſhould he 
Prate about legal liberty? 

What's law? reſtraint ; and all reſtriction 
Is but to nature contradiction. 

A ſcheme the wiſe ones firſt invented 

To make the gen'ral maſs contented. 

A guardian light to cheer the poor 
By driving hunger from the door ; 
Let me be clear in what I ſay, 

I mean by guarding property. 

But what is property to me? 

I hate each mode of induſtry ! 

I have no money, goods, nor land, 
No marvel then I lift my hand 

 Arm'd with a dagger againſt thoſe 
Who have, and deem the rich my foes. 
To give equality to all 

Law muſt expire, and JYolfe muſt fall. 


If there's a poignard in the horde, 
Of temper keen, with poiſon ſtor'd, 
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Chooſe it with cool collective art, 

And ſtrike it to the SpRAKERꝰs heart; 
For of all men he is the firſt 

That makes our tribe a tribe accurs'd. 
Pre ſumptuous wretch ! to paſs thy days 
In pointing out the thouſand ways 
Which lead by induſtry to wealth, 

And crown the land with roſy health 
The North, that quarter of diſt raction, 
That nurſe of folly, lap of faction, 

Thy early care has render'd able 

To rock Rebellion in the cradlc. 

Poor, pennyleſs, without thy aid 

They ſtill had plied a thriftleſs trade, 

But now, forgetting thy endeavours, 
They ſcoff thy acts and ſcout thy favours. 
Ingratitude like this is well, 

It comes engender'd hot from hell: 
Wich men like thoſe, how expeditious 
Would all the land become ſeditious ! 
But ſtill ſome Virtue—may the word 
And ſentiment be quickly ſtor'd 


V 
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In endleſs night! ſome Virtue till 
Deſtroys the grand effect of ill 

Fos rER and Virtue are allied, 

Then ftrike him deep and end his pride, 
For well I know he loves th' alliance, 
And boldly ſets us at defiance— 

Nay in the whirl of party rage, 

Can calmly ſhew us acts of kindneſs, 
Deteſted candour !—ftrike the blow— 
And lay the friend of Ireland low! 


Thoꝰ laſt not leaſt enrol the Doctor, 
The dread of ev'ry puny proctor. 
The tyrant Duigenan claims reward, — 
Amphibious monſter, ſoft and hard. 
Religion, deſpicable elf! 
The only God he knows is ſelf — 
And yet in vulgar brogue he'll babble 
For hours againſt the Roman rabble. 
His tongue's a ſaw—the party feel 
Each joint on laceration's wheel, 
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And when they hope the rack has ended 
They find their agony extended. 
And ſhall he paſs unheeded ?—no— 
Select for him peculiar woe, 
'Tis whiſper'd he's Fitzgibbon's friend 
Let him long linger in his end ! 
And e'er you draw the fatal knife 
To cut the thread of Duigenar's life, 
In jibes and jeers aſſiſt damnation— 
And make him read his recantation— 
Then while he's hiffing hot with Sin, 
Remorſeleſs plunge the dagger in. 


Theſe are the heads—the underſtrappers 
May for a ſeaſon move their clappers, 
In magiſterial robes the geeſe 
May cackle and may keep the peace 
Tl.cir minds are good by fure deduction, 


* nd therefore they muſt ſhare deſtruction : 


dance awaits the great and ſmall, 
mall engulf them all. 


»ur faction but embrac'd 


of morals pure and chaſte— 


It 
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If mighty Ga a Trax had been one — 


But why eſſay to veil the Sun! 

If Ponsonsy had grac'd our plan— 

But why expect to change the man! 

If theſe great names had been hook'd in 
To be partakers of our fin, : 
What legions of inferior mould 

Had ſtrutted after, ſtout and bold 


Here C— n, pert had toſs'd his head— 


And F-—r, legal lump of lead! 
Sepulchral H re, of diſmal mien, 
Had added horror to each ſcene— 


Thouſands had ſmiling hail'd ſeduction, 
And voted for complete deſtruction. 


The ConsT1TUTI1ON is a pile 


Of building in the uncient ſtile. 


From its foundation to its top 
It ſtands erect, without a prop— 
And all its ſymmetry is ſuch, 


It ſeems nor little nor tao much p 


In grand magnificence it rears 
Its noble head emblanch'd by years; 
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But tho” the pile with age is hoary, 

It's ſound in all its upper ſtory— 

While each apartment it contains, 
Labour'd with wiſdom's niceſt pains, 
Exactly fits the main deſign, 

To make the whole in union ſhinc. 

"Tis true we Democrats have hinted 

The Commons Hall is rather ſtinted 
Nay, we proclaim it, that we know 
Some parts too high and ſome too low— 
And, therefore, in deſtruQion's ſtorm, 
We'd pull it down, and then re-form: F 
Thus, a la mode de France, we'd raſe 
The building to the very baſe, 

And leave, at levelling ſo good, 

No trace io tell where once it flood ! 
But GraTTAN's plan was to repair, 
Not to deſtroy a frame fo fair— 

To clear the rubbiſh from the baſc 
Of Liberty, which length of days 
Had there collected for, we know, 
Time will intrude on things below 


He 
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He felt the Goddeſs in his heart, 
And nobly labour'd to impart | 
Her perfect image, without pauſe, 
By tearing off exiſting laws ! | 
His aim was good his ardour wrong— 
And wiſdom, more than genius ſtrong, 
Pointed at Danger where it lay, 

To croſs the patriot in his way— 
Stopp'd in his full career, he fir'd, 
And, frowning, from his poſt retir'd. 
We know he never did intend, 

To be to us or ours a friend, 

But certainly each hot oration 

Made hotter a too heated nation. 
This led us all into an error— 
We thought he urg'd the reign of terror. 
Alas! how filly was the notion ! 
He wiſh'd no tumult—no commotion— 
He wiſh'd the People to receive 

What benefits the State might give; 
And in/tantly, without a pauſe, 
To ebrogate her guardian laws— 
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Minerva, liſt'ning, heard with fear, 

(For Erin is to Pallas dear) 

And thus, the Public Mind to eale, 

She wiſely whiſper*d—by degrees. 

Now calm he fits in Wicklow vale, 

And hears his children liſp the tale 

Of Poucet, or of Cinderella, 

And dreams not of © horrida bella.” 

Or when the tender parent fees 

His playful prattlers climb his knees, 
Acroſs his breaſt the quick reflection 
May paſs, and touch him with dejection, 
That nature in an infant ſtate 

Feels the benignity of fate, 

But ripen'd into manhood knows 

The fad reve:fe of human woes 

- - . No ſenttments—proceed, proceed 


Point out the men that are to lead— 


Lord Edward firſt, a noble name, 
Like Orleans duke an imp of fame— 
Iden B—— | the big, and J—n ſturdy— 
Thcic wives play on the hurdy gurdy ; 
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Then 5 
To drench his boys in tubs of ale! 

Mc N-——n's but a theoretic, 

Preſcribe the Dr. an emetic, 

For well he knows that his preſcriptions 
Are at the beſt but idle fitions : 

He dreams of Government, and then 
Sits down, and writes, and dreams again. 


Here is a batch for legiſlation ! 
A juncto to unmake a nation! 
Here is a faction learned, wiſe, 
Before it oppoſition flies 
Here is a patriotic band ! 
Confuſion ſoon muſt rule the land 
O how my ſoul the proſpect hails — 
To ſeize it ſpread your ſwelling ſails— 
I fee th' aurora from afar 
Preceded by the Northern Star— 
But ah it falls !—it finks in night !— 
T hail another new born light, 
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The Preſs, the glorious Preſs appears — 
Rebellion, open all your ears! 

What Gage advice! what nervous ſtrains ! 
Proceed till perfect chaos reigns — 

The printer ſeiz'd |—O fatal chance | 
And muſt we ſtill depend on France ! 
But fee, O'C——r, blooming, young, 
Snatches, like Phieton, the thong, 
With equal madneſs in his brain, 
Aſſumes the ſeat, aſſerts the rein— 
And, greatly deaf to prudent care, 
Laſhes his ſteed, the Lord knows where 
Till giddy ... for the carunfit . .. - | 
He's whirPd into the legal Pit / 

But not like Phaeton his fall— 

No conflagration ruins all !— 
Infernal fate !—the loyal band 

Still ſhine, and fructiſy the land! 

> 6-02 0 friends, then boldly play your part, 
And ſheathe the dagger in cach heart 
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You but ſuſpect to love the laws, 
Dr lean towards their Country's Cauſe. 
Let Virtue periſh !—We deſire 
Io drench the land in Faction's fire— 
Democracy would then be free 
To wallow in iniquity. 
They want no law, like us, who own 
Their object is to blaſt the throne— 
They have no Country that engage, 
Like us, to make deſtruction rage— 
Infatiate pour the purple blood 
Aſſaſſinate and ſwim in blood !— 

Be bold. . . . but if by legal chains 

Some fatal chance our rage reſtrains, 8 
Loſe not the ſpirit of your fire 
\ Who triumphs in his realm of fire! 
| Chag'd from the higher heav'n he fell, 

But unſubdued, he reigns in hell— 

Glorious example! may our end 
Be worthy of ſo warm a friend 
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Then, ſhould our enemies prevail, 
Be brave, and ſtop the harrowing tale 
Of your defeat - the truſty knite 
Will rid you of the load of life— 
Thus, true to character, let all 

Or fitly live, or fitly fall! 
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